I52	BEYOND HORIZONS
Arctic Ocean there was no land of any sort—no islands or even
isolated rocks.
The thing to do next was to make contact with Amundsen. We
scarcely knew in which direction to look, so engrossed had we been,
after the N 25 disappeared, in hunting a landing area for ourselves.
While Omdal pumped water from the leaking hull, Dietrichson and
I climbed up all the high hummocks near-by and searched the
tumbled ice with our field-glasses, but could see nothing. Dietrich-
son wondered if Amundsen had taken off and gone to the Pole
without us.
"It would be just like him," he said.
On second thought, however, we thought this unlikely. We would
have heard the N 25 V motors, even if we had not seen the ship
itself. Dietrichson felt that the other plane must be near, and we
kept up our search, but to no avail We made our way back to the
N 24 to learn from Omdal more bad news. The jar of the landing
had disabled the plane's forward engine, and it would not turn of
its own power.
Meanwhile, the water was gaining in the hull, nearly up to the
fuel-tanks. It was imperative that no sea-water get into our
petrol, so we fell to with the hand-pump. After we had made some
headway, we fastened the plane securely to the ice-block with our
ice anchors. Then we pitched our tent on the snow and took all
our equipment out of the plane, lest it should sink suddenly and
carry down our supplies.
When we had finished, our watches told us that it was mid-
morning. We had not slept for more than twenty-four hours and
were exhausted men. We set up our Meta cooking apparatus, the
Primus stove being on the N 25, and brewed mugs of hot pemmican
soup. Then Dietrichson surprised us by producing from his ruck-
sack a small, tin of powdered soluble coffee. We melted snow and
boiled water, and then into each cup of hot coffee Dietrichson
poured a little of the alcohol fuel of the stove. We owed ourselves
that drink.
Then, warmed and strengthened to take up our hard tasks again,
we lighted our pipes to smoke and rest a little longer, feeling almost
happy. Suddenly Dietrichson threw his hand to his face.
"Good Godl" he exclaimed. "Something is wrong with my eyes!"

